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devilish thing, and the beauty of it and not the evil of it put a spell upon
one's senses. All our batteries, too many to count, were firing, and
thousands of gun-flashes were winking and blinking from the hollows
and hiding places, and all their shells were rushing through the sky as
though flocks of great birds were in flight, and all were bursting over
German positions, with long flames which rent the darkness and waved
sword-blades of quivering light along the ridges. The earth opened and
pools of red fire gushed out. Star shells burst magnificently, pouring
down golden rain. Mines exploded east and west of Arras, and in a
wide sweep from Vimy Ridge to Blangy southwards, and voluminous
clouds, all bright with a glory of infernal fire, rolled up to the sky. The
wind blew strongly across, beating back the noise of guns, but the air
was all filled with the roar and the slamming knocks of single heavies
and the drum fire of field-guns."
The Canadians took the main part of the Vimy Ridge starting from
trenches (still preserved) only a few yards from those of the enemy.
The Highlanders had stormed up from Arras to Tilloy and Telegraph
Hill, with the English county regiments and the Royal Welsh Fusiliers
of the 12th and 3rd Divisions. Among them were the Norfolks,
Suffolks, Essex, Yorkshires, Sussex, Queen's, Buffs, and Royal West
Kents. That morning early there were already three thousand prisoners
coming down to the cages already prepared for them. They were glad
to be captured and out of it, and were cheerful in spite of being numbed
by the cold and snow. I talked with some of them, and they described
the horrors of our bombardment. Some of them had been without food
for four days, because our gunfire had boxed them in. The United
States had come into the war that very day and I asked a German officer
what he thought about it.
He shrugged his shoulders and said: "It is bad for us, but after all
America can't send an army across the seas because of our submarines.*'
At this statement Canadian soldiers standing around laughed loudly.
"Don't you believe it, old sport!" said one of them. "We have come
along to fight you and the Yankees will do the same!"
Next day I went up to see what was happening east of Arras, where
our men were attacking towards the Scarpe. It was the ground where
D'Artagnan and his Musketeers had fought in another battle for Arras
against the Spaniards.
Many of our battalions had advanced upon the German positions
from tunnels below ground. The city of Arras had been built out of the
chalk below, and there were deep galleries and caverns right under the
squares and streets, and reaching out, with the aid of our engineers, to
the enemy's front line. I went with a battalion going up to the line and
the scene in this underground world made a vivid impression on my